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Cal Faber was Filk Guest of Honor at CONduit, April 19-21, 1991 in Fi,

Salt Lake City, Utah. She began writing songs ns Myfamwy ferch — ,:_?‘
Tangwystl in the Society for Creative Anachronism (SCA) and then E sl "
branched out into science fiction and fantasy after attending a I‘/

science fiction convention.
Al CONduit Cat opencd Barbara Hambly's panel on magic

with her song, "Zyerne.” She also conducted a popular filk
workshop, was featured in the filk concert, and was a popular contributor (o the eveming

[ilksings.

Beverly Shoemuaker and Holly Stuart's song, "The Perils of Norm Bangerter,” took first
place in CONduit’s filkwriting contest under the category “Litah Issucs.” They have been

active in fitk fandom in Litah for a long time.

Matthew Ouimette’s song, “The Brine Shrimp That ATE Salt Lake City,” 100k second
place in the "Utah Issues™ category, Matthew is new to Utah’s filk fandom, but we hope

hell keep up the good work!

As Rhonwen y Liysicuyddes, Julia Howarth West was active a3 a bard in the SCA for
many years. She’s also a long-time science fiction filker, and was "Filk Mom® for
COMduir.

Mote page $: Norman Bangerter is {at the time of publication) Governor of the State of
Utah, Several vears ago, when the Great Salt Lake rose because of heavy rains, the
lake-centered salt and other industries close 1o the lake were alarmed that they may be

flooded out. So instead of letting nature take i3 course, millions of tax-payer's dollars
were spent 10 build pumps to lower the lake's water level @ few inches.

A new highway surface, “syncrete,"was put on miles of the busiest part of the
Interstate Freeway through Salt Lake City, Unforiunately, the composition of the
synerete tested and that used were different, and as soon as freeway traffic returned the
new surface flaked off in huge chunks and had to be removed at great cost to the bax-

payers.
MNote page 17: Manley Wade Wellman wrote a series of novels and short storics ol
Silver John, the balladeer who roamed the American Appalachians with his sibver-

stringed guitar. His penchant for coming across and defeating beings employing evil
magic soon became legend among the mountain people,

Mote: mok.a. means “mundpncly known as."

Mete: This book's title is a takeoll on the title of 8 Meg Davis picee, "Wind in the
Pipes.”
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Acres and Acres

Words and Music by Catherine Fabar
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H-cres and a-cres, and all ef it nine!

© 199], Catherine Faber
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When [ was & young girl [ went to the R,

To seek huckleberries, my basket toa Fill.

They hung em the branches 1ike grapes on the vine,
Acres and acres, and all of it mine!

My mama’s a weavir, her work without flaws

From woolens of coat-weight to 1inens 1ike gauze.
[ played in the storercom with satins so fine--
Acres and acres and all of 1t mine!

A man came Lo court me, and wom him my hand,
Gentle and loving with great. . .tracts of land;
Higs face it is handsome, his form it is fine--
Acres and acres, and all of it minel
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The Paerils of Norm Bangerter
or, Helizapoppin' on the "Utah Tree®

Words by Beverly Shoemaker and Holly 5tuart
Musfc: “Popcorn Popping on the Apricot Tree®

1 looked out the window, and what did | see?
Hordes of brine shrimp coming after me.

Spring had brought us all a big surprise:
Now the Great 5alt Lake was on the rise.
Norman spent our money for pumps so fine

%0 businesses wouldn't drown in brine.

It wasn’t very bright, but it seems to me
Horm is sucking up to Industry.

I looked out the window, and just as 1 thought,
Korm hed left his precious pusps to rot.
Bangerter began to wail and moan

When the lake receded on its own,

So he took some money from higher ed.

And built a glorified storage shed.

Though | dom’t want to know what he's up to now,
Guess ['11 hear about it &nyhow.

I looked out the window, and 1o and behold--
Bangérter had paved the straets with gold.

Called it "sym-crete,” and 1t was a sin--

Laid it down, then ripped it up again.

1 could take some moneéy and buy a treal

If Horm had not spread it on the street.

It wasn't reslly gold, but may as well have been.
Bangerter had screwed us all again.

{Besm us up, Scotty Matheson! There's mo intelligent
gavernmént here. . .)

@ Copyright 1991 by Beverly Shoemaker and Molly Stuart
A Firecze Through the CONciat, Copyright 1992 by Jubia West, Page 3



Black Molly
Words and Music by Catherine Faber
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© Copyright 1991 by Catherine Faber
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was drowned, she was drowned, and she ne - ver was found
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where the |Dblack wa - ter slaps at the rock,

Mow Molly was brown as a berry,

Her hair 1ike the shadow at noon,

And her merry brown eyes could Flash a surprise,

So the young men all danced to her tune.

But m1ﬁ is gone from the water,

Mo more with the lads for to talk;

She was drowned, she was drowned, and she never was found,
Where the black water slaps at the rock.

When darkness was over the water,

And Molly was out with a fare,

By the water-stair steep her heart gave a leap

S0 that she could do mothing but stare,

And when that her fare had departed,

She had to draw closer and talk--

She was drowned, she was drowned, and she never was Found,
Khere the black water slaps at the rock,

His trousers were wel to the ankle,

And oh, 11ke the moon he was pale.

To her eyes he was fair; with a toss of her hair,

She invited him over the rafl.

"Oh, won't you Ha-t up for the evening?

Step up, on my deck for to walk--"

She was drowned, she was drowned, and she never was found,
Whare the black water slaps at the rock.

When | saw her skip pass, she was talking,

Laughing up at a spot im the air,

And her hatr stirred in place, and she lifted her face--
But | could see nobody there.

Where the current runs out to Dead Harbor,

She poled her skip into the lock,

She was drowned, she was drowned, and she never was found,
Where the black water slaps at the rock.

[t was at low tide that she left us.

AL high tide her skip drifted back,

And the engine was ofled, and the painter was coiled

And the pole meatly lald in 1ts rack.

But naver a sign of our Molly,

S0 bright with her Taughter and talk.

Ghe wis drowned, she was drowned, and she never was found,
Where the black water slaps at the rock.

A lireeze Through the CONdul, Copright 1992 by Julla Wext, Page 7




The Brine Shrimp That ATE 5alt Lake City
Words by Matthew Ouimette

Music: “The Cockroach That Ate Cincinatti®

I work for a big laboratory
Making monsters 1% what [ do best

A1l my subjects are hairy,

Or scaly, or scary,

Or have 15 eyes on thelir crest.

Growth hormones were my newest project:
Wy subjects were so small and pretty.

But the hormones were bad
And o they all went mad:

The Brine Shrimp That Ate Salt Lake City.

Well they ate Salt Lake City and Proveo,
And then Ogden and Boumtiful too.

Then they headed out east,
A11 those ravenous beasts,

They even devoured Hogle Zoo.

Hy tab partner knew how to stop them,
I_'Il $aid we must show them no pity.

15 how
We can finish them now:

The Brine Shrimp That Ate 5alt Laks City."®

How vou all may enjoy what ['m singing,
I'11 admit that ft's mot a bad ditty.

But you'd all scream with fear

If by chance they were here:

The Brine Shrimp That Ate Salt Lake City.

An amateur Film created years , “The Great Brine Shrimp,” has become

fomathing of a cult classic In Utah Fandom.

In it, one of the almost

microscopic denfzens of he Great Salt Lake 13 magnified thousands of Limes,
and rampages throughout the Salt Lake Valley creating havoc. This seng s &

fakeofF on that fdea,

© Copyright 1991 by Matthew Ouimette

A Breeze Through the CONdul, Copyright 1090 by Julle West, Page &




Den't Ever Love

Words and Music by Rhonwen y Llysteuyddes
(m.K.a. Julla West)
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@ Copyright 1978 by Julia Howsrth (West)
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Don't ever love a fighter: He'll care more For his sword.
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find while he's out thers fighting you're on the sidel 1-nesiubn-rrd-
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And even when you're snuggled close and have him in your arms
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He's much too bruised and tired to appreciate your charms.

Don't ever love a bard, for he'l]l care more for his song,
He'11 often go a-roaming and won't take you alomg.

And even when you've got him home beside you in your bed
Your beauty makes him get up amd write & song, instead!

Dan’t ever love a scholar: he’11 care more for a book.
Ha'll leave you for a hist'ry without a second look.
fnd even when you coax him with your most seductive air
He goas on with his studies as if you were mot there.

Don't aver love 2 dwarf Tord; he'l] care more for his gold.
while he's out late to seek it you're home alone and cald.

fnd even when you turn his thoughts te lust for you, instead,
You'1l find he will not Teave it--he brings the gold to bed!

Den't ever love a merchant, a sallor, or a thief;

And ‘specially not a peasant--they’11 only cause you grief.
They're all too busy working to give you the love you nead.

Their thoughts are always elsewhere: on wares, or ships, or seed.

Eut 1f, despite these warnings, you take a fancy to

A male of the species there’s somethimg you can daol

A way I've found to ease the pain, and help you carry on:
Enjoy him while you've got him--seek others when he's gone!

“Don‘t Ever Love® 75 pretty easy to add verses to, either far 5CA or 5F.
Here are some of the verses writteam by other people in an SCA context.
Try your own (and send the good ones to me).

Oon’'t ever love a herald: his dulies never Cease;

Mhen he's not in & meeting he's heralding & feast.

And if you should, with pun sublime, entice him to your bed,

He will not take advantage; he’1] warrant you, instead!
--Keridwen of Montrose

Den‘t ever love a Baron, don't love a Prince or King;

Their duties never leave them any time for better things.

And when, at last, with candle burning, up the stairs you creep,

¥ou'll find their chambers chilly and you'll find them Fast asleep!
-«&1fwynn Gyrthesdohtor

A Hreeze Through the CONl, Copyright 92 by Julla Wes, Page [0




The Hers of Stony Tor
Words and Music by Catherine Faber
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Once hé was just Vanyel-lad, in gift and grief ensmared. . .
Few the folk that knew of him and fewer still that cared.
No cne, even he, knew what the future held in store--
Shadowstalker, Demon’s bame, the Hero of Stony Tor.

Now he 15 & Herald-Mage, the strongest ever known

Guards the bitter Border, at the asking of the Throne

All the Bards sing songs of him, and stil] they're making more
Shadowstalker, Demon's bame, the Hero of Stony Ter.

© Copyright 1990 by Catherine Faber
A lteeeze Through the COMdll, Copyright 1902 by Jule West, Page []




They say he can pull power from the very 1iving Land

And welrdlings from the Pelagirs are Lame beneath his kand
That Death, who could mot hald him, has made promises before
The Shadowstalker, Demon's bane, the Hero of Stony Tor.

Bound by magic’s promise, now he sees what time has shown
That part of magic’s price 12 to be wery much alone

Pity Herald Vanyel, he's not Vanyel anymore--
Shadowstalker, Demon’s bane, the Hero of Stony Tor.

From Mercedes Lackey's "Herald™ series.

T T ) T T ) T e ey =

Cold Fusion
Words by Hewverly Shoemaker and Holly Stuart

Music: “Maom Riwver®

Cold fusiom, graft upon the side.

*There’s nothing here to hide"--they say.

Is cold fusiom an illusion?

I guess that the press got it wrong on that day.

Pons, Fleischmann, off to fool the world.
Theres such a lot of fools-to-be.
They're after that rich rainbow's end. . .
Reputations bend. . .

Morm Bangérter’'s their friend.

Cold Fustom--we’ll szee,

Several years age two chemfstry professors ai the University of Utah, Stanley
Pons and Martin Fleischmann, anncunced that fhey had created fusion af rocm
temperature, or "cold” Fusfen. JSince then CLhe controversy has raged--was it

fusion? Does their process really work?

© Copyright 1991 by Beverly Shoemaker and Holly Stuart
A Breeze Through the CONlt, Copyright 1992 by Julla West, Page 12




Hamecoming

Words and Music b

Rhonwen ¥ L1ysieuyddes
{m.k.a. Julia Howarth West)
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so now, my lord, you have come home from the wars,
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Seeking me hare, in my lonely bed.
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After your conguests in lands so far afield
AR 0 Em

You will return to the lady you wed.

S Copyright 1980 by Julia Howarth (West)
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These seven years for your holding | have cared
While you the ways of warfare did learn.

Raised up your sons, oversaw your homes and lands,
Patiently waiting the day you'd return,

Why did you linger so leng In foreign lands
After our king the battles had won?

Don’t spin me tales of your duty and your deeds--
| have had word of the things you have done.

In a small keep near some conguered Eown

There dwells a woman 36 young and sa fair.

After the Fighting and the treaties were all done
5till did you choose to remafn with her there.

What did you think of as you lay down by her side?
Did you remember my love and my trust?

At any time did my face come to your mind,

Or were those mem'ries all drowned by your lust?

S50 now, my lord, you have come home From the wars,
Seeking me here, in my lonely bed.

After your congquests so far afield

You weuld return to the lady you wed.

i F ' ir By el * g
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How many wamen, through the sges, have suffered a homecoming [ike the one
described here?

A Hreeze Through the CCWNdult, Copnripht 992 by Julla Wes, Page 14




How It Iz Applied
Words and Music by Catherine Faber
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In Ryoval's darkened basement, Naismith paced and laid his plans:
survive, escape, do damage; great! With what, our smpty hands?
But when [ voiced the doubts [ had, the Admiral ke cried,

"It fsn't how much force you use, 1t's how 1t {5 applied!®

We brake inte the cloning labs with careful. hasty stealth,
And found, in tissue Freezers there, the bulk of Ryoval’s wealth.
A touch turned up the temperature, and every sample fried.
It 1sn't how much force you use; it's how it is applied!

The folk who thought they owned me, every one had cost me dear
Tryirg to control me using hunger, pain, or fear.

But in hours he'd won the loyalty that others were denied--

it 1sn't how much force you use; i1t's how 1t 1s applied.

| figured sure he'd ditch me, but he didn’t, in the chase
And now ['ve joined his mercs, | have a purpose and a place.
This principle |'ve kept in mind in all that [ have tried:
It 1sn't how much force you use; it’'s how it 1s applied!

Inspired by Lots McMaster Bujold's™ The Borders of Infinity”™

© Copyright 1990 by Catharine Faber
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John the Balladeasr

Words and Music by Catherine Faber
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John, Bom - est  Jokm, John the Bal - la - deer.

Often 1in the mountains | have heard the people say

"You needn't fear the dark, my child, since Johkn has passed this way."
And when [ stop and ask them of this persom who i3 gone,

They tell another story of the wanderer called John.

Chorus [after every verse):

3inging John, Walking John, John who does not fear;
Silver John, Honest John, John the balladeer.

They say he packs an old guitar; he picks it and he sings,

That avil fairly flinches firom his Fabled silver strings.

They say he stands up tall and straight, and more than passing fair,
But gave his heart up, lomg ago, to gallant Evadare.

They told a tale of magic, in a town that stood along

OF an ugly bird with feet 1ike hands like none of mature's own:
This evil man's familiar held the town in fear, [ heard,

“Til Jehn, he took its master on, and killed the Ugly Bird.

They whisper of a2 small black train; its whistle's lonesome sound

That comes for simners when they die, to take them where they're bound.
1f | have heard the tale one time, then I have heard it ten:

How John, he samg the black train up, and sang it down again.

And every time they finish, and [ ask where John did go,

They shake their heads and smile at me, and tell me they don't know,
And tell their watching children, "There's no need to be afraid,
Thare's nothing in the darkness now, but things the good Lord made.®

And 30 | go from place to place, | get by as | canm;
It seems [ always find the tales, but never find the man.

I'm always just & day too late; my luck has been the worst;
5o tell him [ am seeking him, 1Ff you should meet him First!

& Copyright 1991 by Cathering Faber
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Mad In White Linen

Words and Mugic by Catherine Faber
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They saw her babes slaugh-tered when High-cas - tle
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Chorus (after every verse):

She’s mad in white linen, her form fairly glows,
Clad in her shift, down the hallways she goes.
Singing, she lawghs throwgh the tears that she cries,
Staring right through you with unseeing eyes.

Those ayes hold & grief that mo joy can dispel.
They saw her babes slaughtered when Highcastle fell.

Their murderer, seeking a throne in the strife,
He took him the woman he’d widowed to wife.

Her hair flies about her, so vividly red,

Loose and $til] tangled from Throne-seeker®s bed.
Her white shoulders carry the marks of his belt,
And Black are the bruises his heavy hands deall.

They sa&y in the night when the Keep was brought low,
She fled down a way her new Lord could nmot ga,

Her feet bare and bleedinmg, her eyes calm and wild:
My grandfather saw her when he was a child,

About this one, Cat says, “This phrase kept cropping up fn Lhe books | was
reading. I'd pever seen it before--and that doeesn’t happen to me very much
nowadays. It means extra-spocially mad, as fn 'So-and-30 (5 mad fn white
Iinen. ' T thought, 'Gee, that's & very evocalive phrase.’”

© Copyright 1990 by Catherine Faber
A Hreeze Through the CONdl Copwight 1992 by Julta West, Page 20




Mutants

Words by Julia West and the Minicon Filk Group
Music: "My Bonnia Lies Over the Dcean”

C C G
The kids played outside in the fallout,
(4 A7 D
They ran throwgh the stuff as a lark.
G C G

The kids played outside in the fallout,
C 07 (H

And now they all glow in the dark.

Chorus (after avery verse)!

[ € Am [H]) G
Mutants, mutants, that 15 the reason our kids are waird.
G L Am o7 g

Mutants, mutants, that 15 the reason we're welrd,

tur Johnny camis homs from school orying,

Ashamed of Kis shiny green acalas.
He doesn’t it in with the kids tharas
‘Cause mogt of tha others have tails.

Now Susie has 24 fingers,

That's eight of them on every hand.

Thers’s webbing betwsen all those fingers--
In softball as catchar sha's grand.

The cal went In heat last September,
Escaped to the crater to play.

Thie cat want in heat last September,
Just look what the cat had today!

Alternate chorus;

Fallout, fallout, that is the ressom the cat s weird.
Fallout, fallout, that 15 the reason we're weird.

Our dog 15 dark blue with green feelers,
The cat has twelve legs and twd heads.

Our parakeet's fur’s soft and shiny,

His claws, though, could tear you to shreds.

Occasional ly when you get a up of Filkers together, the combined lumdcy
comes up with the germ of a Filksong. The First and fourth verses and the twe
charuses were the result of a Filksing at a Salt Lake minicon--Julia wrote Lhe

rest a Few weeks laler.
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Hewllle
Or, the Ensorcelled Son

Words and Music by Rhonwen ¥ L1ysieuyddas
(m.k.a. Julia Howarth West)
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Wiy oh,

Robert and Leah de Spencer were baron and baroness of Salt Lake's local baromy

ef the Soclety for Creative Anachronism, Loch Salann, for many years. This
song was written before the Kingdam of Atenveldt split and Caerthe [Denver,
Coleradoe) became part of Lhe Kingdom of the Outlands.
5 apecryphal for fs 1t. . .2).
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Meville
Or, the Ensorcelled Son

Words and Music

Rhomwen ¥ Llysieuyddes

(m.K.a. Julia Howarth Wast)

Uh, Bobert de Spencer had a son,
Sing hoy a way a way-oh,
A lad of four; a 1ively bay,
His father's pride and his mother's jJoy--
But other folks he did amnoy.
Sing hey a way a way-oh,

Oh, MWeville was & naughty child,
Sing hay & way & way-oh,
The cats he'd tease, the dog he’'d bite,
And with his sisters he would Fight.
He was the terror of Held Tyte,
Sing hey a way & way-oh.

He'd fI11 the horses’ talls with burs,
He set the tapestries on fire

And Lhrew his clothing in the mire.
And once he Lripped & passing friar,

He wendered from the Hold one day.
He found a cottage "mongst Lhe trees
End entored 1ike & vagrant brooie
Without the merest *If you ploase.”

Inside he found the nicest toys--

A dkull, all shiny clean and white,
$ome bottles full of 1iquids hr1ght.
A all mat black &3 darkest night.

it cl imbed uE on 1he table there.

Ite thought that it would be such fun
To dunp the bottles one by one

fdnd mix the contents when *twas dond.

Then came the owner of the cotg

# powerful enchanter he,

Who, when Lhe naughty boy did see,
Did ulter curses wrathfully,

foung Heville turned to run away,

Strange vapors rose around his head,

He choked and gasped, his face turned red,
And Lhen he I-TI. ahl--soeming dead.

The smoke cleared slowly from the room,
Ho human child could there be seen--
Only & ferret, small and lean,

Crying out with frightment keen.

The word came swiftly to Hold Tyte
Of what the great enchanter'd done
To their obnoxfous 11ttle son.

They knaw thelr woes had just begun.

To the enchanter’s cot they went.
Thay found the boy'd been sant sway
That for his mischief he would pay;
Thay'd not ses him for many & day,

They sought throughout all Atenveldt,
From wizard's cave to sorcereor's lair
They searched for Baville everywhare
And came at last to Caarthe falr,

And Tinally they found the lad!|

A white witch had him In har cara--

For four long years she'd kept him thers;
To break tha spall she did not dare.

De Spencer plad for Kis son’s return.
But the witch said it would be in vain,
“1 foar & Fforret Be'1] remain

Until he learms to usae his brain,”®

aha brought him out for them to see.
They looked at him without surprise--
Tha pointed nose and beady eyes
Would mark him under any guisel

S0 home they took their wayward son.
And all his relatives do say

They hope a ferret he will stay--
They think him much improved that way!

© Copyright 1977 by Julia Howarth [West)
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Remembrance

Words and Husic by Rhomwen ¥ Llysieuyddes
(m.k.a, Julia Howarth West)
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For Glyn Dwr, our Prince, 'gainst the troops of
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| lhigh of my brother, the nanqlnht did sing, 4
With crwth or "1ﬁh harp by soma :g1d mnunt-1: stroam
illdié the pale f;uu|r| wWith hé; music ha'd d:llﬂ.
He'd Elnq ”.l.h“ l]]l.wi for the good thlﬂgsnhl Ko«

Falr women, good mead, and companions 50 Lrua,

1]} A [m A
He wenl of f to fight in the late snows of spring
Om [} im A [m
For Glyn Dwr, our Prince, ‘gainst the troops of the King,
A 1] [tacet)
With a song on his 1ips he dld tht-{-:;rud: wag killed.

And the music within him forever was stilled.
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‘Tis now, in the warmth of a Tong summer day,

That I think of my father; remenber the way

He would tell me long tales of Welsh heroes of old:
Cadwaladr, Bram, or Llywelyn so bold.

And he seemed, to my young eye, the essence of Wales--
Like one of the heroes stepped out of the tales,

He went off to Fight in the cruel susmer heat;
For cur Prince he brought many & foe to defeat.

But even a hero’s time comes to an end--
Like Bran and Llywelyn his 1ife he did spend.

“Tis now, in the soft golden fall time of year,
That 1 will remember my true love so dear,

Whe courted me through autumn’s halcyon days

With garland of osk-leaves and late flower sprays.
Ho lay with me aft in the cold erystal dawn

And told me our love must forever go on,

He went of f to Tight 1n the chill rain of fall,

His love for his Prince overshadowing all,

But that Tove died with him on a cold mountain slope,
And left me bereft of all comfort and hope.

And now, in the cold of & bleak wintar’s morn

I cradle the som who should ne'er have been born.
Ny brother, my father, my Tover--all dead,

1t's all 1 can do to be sure my child's fed.

The heritage Teft him 18 warfare and strifag

Gone are the good thimgs | had in my 1ife,

They went of f to war and | saw them no more.

Th{ left only mem'ries of Yove--and their lore.

S0 1'11 teach son all thelir umiu and their tales--
Remembrance of beauty and froadom in Wales.

This is o woman's viewpaini of war--the side noi seen in the bards® songs of the
plonies of baitle.
Owain Glyn Dwr {Glendower) was the Welsh Prince who, in the closing years of the
fonerteenth connury, took most of Waler back from the English, Unfovtunately for the Welth
swople, the tide soon tumed and by 1415 Glyn Dwr was in hiding and the English had taken

back their forner femionies.

© Copyright 1979 by Julia Howarth (West)
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The Sea-Man

Words by Rhonwen y Llysieuyddes
{m.k.a. Julia Howarth Weit)

Music: Traditienal
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Young Huw and Co - rys walked be - side the sea -shome
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Just at # - yen - tide. Said  Huw, "] lowe wou  more
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than life} pray say that you will Be wy wife.”

Young Huw and Cerys walked beside CHORUS:;
The seashore just at eventide,

Said Huw, "1 love you more than 1ife;

Pray say that you will be my wife."” To ba my love, but | would mat,

Fair Cerys shook her lovely head,

For never ocne appezled to me.

*I am not ready for to wed.®
She scorned his affer for her hand Like one bespelled she weni to meel

And ran away along the sand.

He took her hinds and spoke her name.

The full moon rose, it shone $0 bright: “I'm Morien: fer you | came.”
Along the waves a path of 1ight.
As Cerys looked 1t seemed that she She lay with him the waves beside
Could see a man come fFrom the sea, Until the turning of the tide.
Then as the sun rose mistily
He walked along the path te reach Ho disappeared into the sea,
A place quite near her on the beach,
She caught har breath--she'd never seen And every time the moon shome bright
A man 50 handsoms, stromg and lean. Fair Cerys went out in the night

To walk upon the salt sea shore
Amd meet her lover ocne Lime mors.
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Oh, many a fine young lad has sought

Then 1 saw the mam from out the sea.

The man, though waves lapped at her feet.




Then she with child was seen Lo ba.
foung Wuw st111 =aid, "Pray marry me.®
Her Tather wished it to be 50,

But Cerys answered only, "No."

CHORLS:

For many & finé young lad has sought
To be my love, but 1 would not.

For never one appoaled to me

T41 | met tho man from out the sed,

That evening she did leave her homp
And by the seaside she did roam.
Huw followed her with anxious feat
That he might see whom she did meet,

Ihe moon rose bright and Morien came,
Forth Cerys van and called his name,
*Dear love, my fathor bids ma wed,

Bul 1°11 have none save you," she sald.

Whem Huw did see the two embrace
He left his stony hiding place,
"0h Cerys, say it camnot be

You love & man from out the ses.”®

Fair Carys started with alarm.

Then Morien took her by the arm

And led her 'neath the sea’s bright foam
To share with him his watéry home.

Though long Huw walked the salt sea shore
He did not zsee her ever more.

Butk often whem the moon rate clear

[t seemed his true love's volce he'd haar:

CHORUS ¢

For many & fine young lad has sought
Ta ba my Tove, but | would not

Far pnever one appealed to me

TA1 [ mat the man from out the sea

e Copyright 1979 by Julia Howarth [West)
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Toe Hint tha Buttarfly

Words and Music by Myfamwy ferch Tangwystl
(m.k.a. Catherine Faber)
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Early in the marning, [ saw the fighters pass

Shining in their armer, leaping o'er the grass

The hunting horns were sounding, [ watched them pounding by
Early in the morning to hunt the butterfly

Early in the morning to hunt the butterfly

There run among the hunters names of high renown
Avelock and Ironstone, spoke from fleld to town
Eagerly they sally beneath an arure sky

Early in the morning to hunt the buttarfly

Early in Lhe morning to hunt the bubterfly

Today they hunt a noble beast, a monarch of the |and
Shining gold and sable, and bigger thanm Enur hand

It Teads them on a merry chase, |t has them leaping high
Early in the morning to hunt the butterfly

Early in the morning to hunt the butterfly

The hour I8 Fast approaching when felk agaln bégin

To battle with their comrades, the coronat Lo wWin
Thowgh out of reach it futter, the least among us try
Early in the morning to hunt the butterf)y

Early in the morning to hunt the butterfly

® Copyright 1991 by Catherine Faber
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Where Are You Going?
Words and Music by Catherine Faber
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Mhere are wou go - ing, steel wear -er prince-pi - dep?
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Your bre - ther  al  hand and i sword at  wour Eide,
! ' ' ! {—— : - 1
#‘.J e

through this blag = ted land tell we, where do  you pide?

L

Where are you going, stoel-woarer, prince-rider?

What are you knowing, cool-carer, bane-bider?

Your brother at hand and a dword by your side,

Through this blasted Tand, tell me, whars do you ride?

¥hat are you doing, trail-taker, true-ruler?

What act are you rulng, shield-bresker, dark-duelar?
Your eyas full of doubl and your aspect so grim,

| think you ride out on much more tham a whim,

What are you thinking, wind-wader, far-farer?

What bitter wine drinking, black-raider, blade-boarer?
Your rule 15 denfed, your babe dead im his crib,

To exile you ride, your own Self and your sib,

Who are you thus faring, heart-breaker, mad-muser?
Your mouth so despairing, T1fe-taker, chance-chooser?
A (Queen who sti11 keeps her own crown In her sight,

A mother who weeps for her child in the night.

© Copyright 1930 by Catherine Faber
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Wonderful Thing

Words and Music by Rhonwen y L1ysieuyddes
(m.k.a., Julia Howarth West)
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He 1sn't the handsomest lad In the world,
And he's not as rich as a king,

But 1 doesn’t matter because he s goad
AL one very wonderful thing.

Yes, my lad cannot glve me bright jewels to wear,
Or dress me in velwet so fine,

But as long as he's good at that wonderful thing
I vow that he'11 always be mine,

Mow a1l you young lasses who still are unwed

Should keep this in mind as you look:
If vou can't get a lad who 15 handsome or rich

Hake certain that he's a good cookl

© Copyright 1978 by Julia Howarth (West)
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Iyerno

Words and Music by Catherine Faber
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This gir] with all the beauty | could never hope to own,

In that brief, bewitching moment between child and woman grown,
Mistress to a Monarch; this girl i3 hal¥ my age--

An [ only jealous that she s the better mage?

For [ have worked and studied hard, but sTowly have [ learned.
Too well | know the Tessening: ATl power must be earned.

And yet, that’s pot exactly what the axiom avers. . .

"All power must be pafid fer--* How has she paid for hers?

aha seams like some enchanting child, o innoccent and frail,
Like dew upon a rose, the jewels on her silken wveil

Her strength as far surpassing mine as stars surpass the storm,
The mightiest of mages, she can change her very form.

But magic’s key is magic, I'vwe pursued it Ralf my days,

In tattered book, in harpsong, and in half-remembered phrase,
In silent meditation, beneath the sighing firs.

All power must be paid for. MHow has she paid for hers?

Am [ grown old and bitter, that 1 flinch at every gaffe,

To hear such spite and malice in her charming, chiming laugh?
How did she taint the gnomish Deep, or what the Deep contained?
And why do all her lovers look so faded, white, and drained?
She seems so vain and petty, with a pinched and twisted soul
Where 1'd expect maturity; she’s won to such a goal,

And age-old rule establishes, and all [ know concurs

ATl power must be paid for. How has she paid for hers?

Her room ablaze with golden Tight, she sat Tike any Queen,

I cloaked myself in shadows, that I might mot there be seen

Her lTackey knelt beside her chair, and what between Them pastec?
Her face. . .as though she’d hungered, and was sated mow at last.

silently | crept zway, ashamed that | should spy
On something more than private, that had chanced beneath my eye,

But ever and uneasy, the memory in me stirs--
All power must be paid for. How has she paid for hers?

Zyerne was the anbitious young sorceress fn Barbara Nambly's Qragensbane.
This song 15 From the viewpoalnt of the heroine, Jenny Waynest.

@ 1590 Catherine Faber
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